The Old Lion Dying
had cost him dear. A half-hour earlier, and before the
storm, he might have captured thousands of prisoners
and succeeded in breaking Bliicher.
To increase his wrath and dismay, the aide now rode
up and informed him that the troops on the hill had been
no apparitions but flesh-and-blood French, d'Erlon's men,
who had come on to support him, then, overtaken on that
hill by a courier from Ney, had hesitated, at last had de-
cided to support Ney and ignore the emperor, and so had
retraced their steps, too late to support either.
Now the emperor's face resembled the elements fighting
above. God! what betise! And, later, scouts and vedettes
brought in news of other stupidities. Ney had confronted
a thin English line, but had been misled into thinking it
the whole English army. He had scarcely struck a blow—
Ney, the mad, the wild, "the bravest of the brave!" And a
general and part of the staff had deserted to the Prus-
sians. Furthermore Soult was proving himself no Berthier.
He was confusing orders. Corps were wandering around
in the dark, divisions coming up hours late, and supply
trains. Others were on the wrong roads, munitions were
being shipped to the wrong points, and his soldiers had
only half-rations of food and ammunition. Nothing co-
ordinated, and now Fortune too was against him. He had
struck brilliantly two days running, in spite of lost corps,
green troops, and wavering generals; but just when he
had the foe in his grasp, apparitions and thunder-
storms arrived to snatch victory from him.
In his concern over the whims of fortune, there was
something he perhaps overlooked. Brilliantly as he
had struck, he had himself hesitated once or twice,
where before he would have charged and charged in*
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